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Author's Notes: 
Just a schmoopy little thing about James and Lars moving out of the Metallimansion in the 80s. Written after 


a conversation with my fave. 


‘It's kinda sad, huh?! 


James looked up from the box he was haphazardly shoving magazines into. He wasn't too concerned about doing 


it neatly; they'd all be strewn on another floor in a few months time anyway. ‘What's sad?‘ 


‘This. Packing up and leaving the Metallimansion' Lars sounded wistful as his green gaze surveyed the ceiling, as 
if there were golden mouldings spanning its surface rather than years worth of spider webs, beer stains and 


fuck knows whatever else. ‘It's sad. It's our home. I'm going to miss it. Are you going to miss it? 


It was sad, James supposed. And truth be told he was going to miss it. More touring had meant less time at 
home and more money; they could both do better than the small, slightly worse-for-wear house that had 
been their base for the last four years. But it was his home. His first real one, if he really thought about it. 


And the thought of leaving it behind upset him more than he wanted to admit. 

‘Uh, yeah, | guess: James cleared his throat. | won't miss sharing a room with your fuckin’ rancid feet though: 
‘Hey, fuck you! Lars laughed. ‘You think | liked putting up with your snoring every fucking night, huh? 

James grinned with him as they both fell silent. Walls filled with ugly pin holes that had once held up posters 
seemed unbearably empty to him now. There were still marks in the carpet where their old couch had once 
stood. James remembered having their first proper photoshoot there, with Cliff - fuck, Cliff - stubbornly 
ignoring Halfin, chainsmoking his cigarettes and eventually stubbing one out on the floor. So much had changed 
over the last few years. He was glad the cigarette burns on the carpet hadn't. 


‘You know. James' attention snapped back to his best friend. He was glad that hadn't changed either. 


Lars looked uncharacteristically nervous. ‘Uh.. when | get the new place, you know you can come over 


whenever: 


James couldn't say why he felt a rush of relief hearing him say that. Or rather, he didn't want to think about 


it too much. 


‘Thanks. And..uh.. same, | guess. | mean, we'll be only a block away from each other. Not sure | could deal with 


the silence anyway. After all your yapping, you know. 
Lars rolled his eyes, but James could tell he felt similarly relieved. Maybe things would be alright. 
‘Come on. We've gotta get these keys back to Whittaker.’ 


James nodded and picked up the last of the boxes, ready to throw them in the back of the truck. He watched 
as Lars patted the doorframe, silently saying goodbye before he walked down the front steps. 


Left alone, James looked around the now bare living room. 


.. see ya, | guess: He felt a little silly, getting upset over a house, but this had been more than that. He stood 


in the doorway, his voice barely a whisper. ‘Bye.’ 


James shut the door behind him one last time and walked towards his truck, taking the empty driver's seat 
next to Lars. "You good” 


‘Yep: 


‘Then let's go: 


